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should see the fight ! Every figure cost ten dollars and some even more ! 
The time approached for the performance to commence, and I reluctantly 
bade farewell to Signor Comardo, after promising to return some night 
when I had time to witness the play. 

This promise I kept. A few weeks since, in company with a fellow 
member of this society, I again visited the theatre. It was quite late, and 
the evening's performance was more than half over when we entered the 
little room. The high tiered seats were crowded with men and boys, all 
with eyes fixed in rapt attention upon the stage. Here was a most gor- 
geous spectacle. The space was almost filled with mail-clad knights, while 
others, brilliant in silk and gold, were constantly wheeling in with solemn 
motion from the wings. One of the knights, with appropriate gestures, ad- 
dressed his comrades. Thereupon, one by one, solemnly they wheeled 
off again, leaving the stage deserted. A moment's pause, and one of the 
figures reappeared. He walked with a long martial stride, and held a 
sword above his head. Then he cried in a husky voice, three times. At 
the third cry another figure strode from the opposite side. His visor was 
down, and his sword was raised. In a moment they were at it, steel against 
steel. 

Clash ! clash ! went the swords ; clash ! bang ! as the blades glanced 
from the shining armor, across the stage and back again, until even I, at 
first coolly critical, forgot the strings and the poker-like irons with which 
the little figures were moved, and waited, breathless, for the outcome. Of 
course, there was but one result. The champion, for so he proved, at last 
overcame his opponent, who fell with a crash at full length, and was igno- 
miniously dragged off. Almost instantly another combatant appeared. He 
was disposed of in the same manner as the first, and so on through a long 
line of warriors, distinguished by greater or less ferocity of visage, until the 
entire troop appeared to have been exhausted. The play continued with 
another assembly and more parleyings. From time to time the scene was 
changed by a sudden lowering of curtains at the back and side. Now it 
was a forest, and now the court-yard of a palace ; but the action was alwajs 
the same and always culminated in terrific single combats. 

At the conclusion of one of these the drop curtain was lowered, and 
afterwards a short farce was played by three hideous puppets, at which the 
entire audience broke into loud laughter and applause. 

At the conclusion of the play I went, with my colleague, behind the 
scenes, and, while he was conversing with the manager, had an opportunity 
to inspect the little company. They were a queer lot. Kings and queens, 
beggars and priests and ballerini, with long, tapering pink legs, all hanging 
by wires on the walls or piled in heaps around. Signor Comardo affably 
presented us on our departure with a hand-bill, with a translation of which 
interesting piece of folk-literature I will conclude : — 

"Puppet Show. — History of the Paladins of France, beginning with 
Milo, Count of Anglante, down to the death of Rinaldo. 

" In the present history are described the sufferings of France in the 
time of Charlemagne, and the strange adventures which the Paladins had 
to undergo. They, fighting with the Infidels or for the sake of love, were 
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never defeated. There will be mentioned, also, all the treasons which 
Ganelon, of Mayence, hatched against Charles and his court, correspond- 
ing secretly with the Saracens to overthrow his greatness and that of his 
forces. Nor shall be concealed what Malagigi wrought with magic power 
of his for the benefit of the invincible Charles ; rather, you shall hear, as 
usual, how he commanded all hell for the safety of the men of Chiaramonte 
and of Montalbano. 

" No. 2 5 Union Street, South Brooklyn. 

" Seats reserved for ladies." 

From the Public Ledger, Philadelphia, April 19. 

In the concluding chapter of Mr. Leland's book, " The Gypsies," Bos- 
ton, 1882, he discusses " Shelta, the Tinkers' Talk," and points out the ex- 
istence, throughout the British Isles, of a secret Cant or language em- 
ployed by tinkers and tramps, a jargon evidently of Celtic origin. With 
reference to this caste of "tinkers," the "Journal of the Gypsy Lore So- 
ciety," vol. i. No. 6, pp. 350-357, contained an article by Mr. David Mac- 
Ritchie, entitled " Irish Tinkers and their Language." The last number of 
the Journal named (vol. ii. No. 2), under the head of " Notes and Que- 
ries," contains a communication respecting " Shelta," which is here trans- 
cribed. No doubt there may be opportunities in the United States for 
obtaining information respecting this jargon or language. 

" Shelta," The Tinkers' Talk. — My first acquaintance with " Shelta " 
was made in the summer of last year, while I was spending some holidays 
in the island of Tiree, off the west coast of Argyll. A lady friend of mine, 
who resided in the island, gave me some words and phrases she had 
obtained from a little tinker girl some time before. 

She obtained the words in the following way. One day, going by chance 
into the kitchen, she found there a tinker boy and girl, who had come round 
begging. Entering into conversation with them in Gaelic (I believe they 
spoke no English) she was informed by the little girl that — to quote her 
words — " We have a language of our own." My friend asked her to tell 
some of the words, and on her doing so, wrote them down. As they had 
a Gaelic ring about them, she wrote these words according to the Gaelic 
mode of spelling. 

On their return home the little boy " told " on his sister, and next day 
their mother came along to see my friend. She said the words did not be- 
long to any language at all, but had been made up by the little girl herself. 
This my friend knew was not true, as the boy had also shown a knowledge 
of the language. On my showing the words to a friend I was advised 
to send a copy of them to Mr. C. G. Leland, and get his opinion concern- 
ing them. 

This I did, and was informed by that gentleman that the words belonged 
to the " Shelta " language, and was referred to his own book, " The Gyp- 
sies," in which " Shelta " was first made public. On reading that book I 
find that some of my words are the same as Mr. Leland's, allowing for the 
different systems of spelling. I here give the words and phrases as I got 



